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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Any Spanish in this story is being translated for me by a friend, so it might not be 100% correct. He\'s only 
taken up to Spanish Il in high school, and he\'s taking Spanish Ill this year, so hopefully it\'s pretty correct, but 


if anyone reading this speaks Spanish and sees an error, feel free to tell mel 


Emily's chocolate eyes fluttered open and she let out a heavy breath. Someone hadn't shut the curtains last 
night, so the morning sun was filtering in through all seven feet of wood framed glass paneling, shining golden 
and warm on the cast iron framed bed. She looked down to the foot of the bed, where Vic, her boyfriend of 
nine years, was digging through the dresser across the room, only a pair of low slung, loose fitting boxers 
adorning his thin frame. 


She smiles to herself, wrapping the thin white sheet that had been covering her around her naked body and 
silently creeping out of bed. Her bare feet touch the soft, beige rug that covers most of the hardwood floor 
in the room and a bit of the sheet drags behind her as she pads mutely across the room. By the time she 
reaches him, Vic's found a pair of jeans, and is holding them up, inspecting them to see if they're clean. He 


jumps slightly when Emily wraps her arms loosely around his waist, resting her chin atop his bare shoulder. 


"Morning." She smiles and replies: 


"Good morning." She pauses, pressing a gentle kiss to his tan skin "Where are you going?" He didn't usually get 
up before noon for at least a week after a tour ended, and here he was, up at eight in the morning. 


"Meeting the guys for breakfast" She pulled away, frowning slightly as he pulled on the jeans. 


"Thanks for inviting me." She turned around, pulling the sheet tighter around her before going to sit in one of 
the cream fabric chairs by the arched window, putting her feet up on the leather ottoman in between the 
chair where she sat, and its twin. Her gaze was cast upon the large suburban sprawl they lived in the middle 
of, where children were riding bikes and adults were leaving for work. It didn't take more than a few seconds 
for Vic to come over to the window as well. He stood behind her, pulling her dark chestnut waves into a loose 
bunch at the back of her neck and bending down to press a few small kisses down her neck, and across her 
shoulder. "You just got back" She pouted to the window, crossing her arms over her sheet covered chest. She 


wouldn't admit it just then, but with each small press of lips to skin, she could feel more goose bumps rise on 


her flesh. 
"Te amo." Vic whispered, his lips still pressed to the bare skin of her shoulder. 


"Vete a la mierda Vic. l'm mad at you." The tips of his fingers began trailing down her arm, and his warm 
breath ghosted over her bare skin, and she could feel some of the anger begin to ebb away. His calloused 
fingertips slowly made their way down her arm, to her wrist, then back up to just below her elbow where 
they changed their course, making their way across her ribcage and toying with the folds of the sheet. He 
brought his face up so it was level with Emily's, and let his breath wash over her face. Anyone else would 
have thought this off-putting, considering he hadn't brushed his teeth yet, but after they'd been together so 
long, little things like morning breath ceased to bother her. 


Vic nuzzled her cheek softly, and let his fingertips slip past where the folds of the sheet met. Skin met skin, 
and an uneven breath escaped past Emily's lips. Her eyelids fluttered closed as Vic's fingertips drifted across 
her abdomen. The top of his hand barely brushed the bottom of her bare breast, but it was enough for her 
to let out a small moan. That was all it took. Before she knew it, Vic was standing in front of the chair; both 
hands had managed to find their way under the sheet, and onto her waist. The action had pulled the sheet 
apart from her waist down, leaving a good portion of her bottom half exposed for Vic to see, and she could 


already see the effect it was having on him. 


He pulled her up so she was standing, pressed against him. His forearms were holding the sheet open still, so 
her naked bottom half was met with his clothed bottom half, and vice versa Their lips met in a kiss 
somewhere in between soft and rough. Their tongues met, and Vic's rough hands traveled up Emily's sides, to 
the top of the sheet where they untucked the material from itself and let it drop to the floor. He began 
walking backwards towards the bed, pulling Emily with him; switching their positions last minute, so when the 


couple fell on to the soft mattress, he was the one on top. 


Emily grinned as they shimmied further up the bed; she loved it when Vic came home from tour. 


Chapter Two 


They arrived at the small diner about an hour late. It wasn't even close to their record, but it was enough 
that everyone would definitely notice their lateness; unless of course they all happened to be an hour late too, 
which Emily severely doubted. With the exception of Vic when they were together, the rest of Pierce The Veil 
was pretty punctual; they were hardly ever more than five minutes late to anything, unless they got caught 


in a bad traffic jam, or were so hung over they could hardly move. 


When they entered through the double glass doors at the front of the restaurant, they were immediately 
waved down by three guys sitting in a booth towards the back. The couple walked past numerous tables and 
booths where people sat eating their breakfast and waitresses bustling around carrying plates of food piled 
high with eggs, hash browns, sausage, bacon and other very delicious breakfast foods. It made Emily's stomach 
grumble in anticipation. She didn't remember eating dinner last night, probably because Vic had come home last 


night and they had spent the night.. indoors. 


"How you two always manage to be so late continues to astound me." Mike greeted the pair as they slid into 
the bench seat on the other side of the table with Tony. "You know Em; | don't think my brother was ever 
this late to anything before he met you." He teased. Emily made an affirmative sort of noise. She could believe 
that, considering what it was that caused them to be late most of the time. 


"Hope it's alright | tagged along." She was pretty sure this was supposed to be a boys breakfast, considering 
Vic hadn't planned on waking her up to go with, but she didn't feel too bad about it, they had interrupted 
enough dates and quiet nights in over the years that she figured it was only fair. 


"IFs fine. We didn't expect Vic to make you cook for yourself, he's not that mean" Jamie smiled and beside her 
Vic lurched forward, quickly covering his mouth with his hand to prevent the mouthful of water he had just 


consumed from spraying all over the table and its occupants. 


"Always the comedian Jaime." Emily rolled her eyes. It was a well known fact among her family and friends that 
she was not the best cook, far from it actually. She was the kind of girl who managed to burn spaghetti 
because she forgot to put water in the pot. Her own mother felt so bad for Vic that she would cook 
everything: casseroles, veggie lasagna, she'd even bake pies, and bring them over so he didn't have to eat take 


out the whole time he was home. He still denied that she was a bad cook anytime she made the effort. 


A petite blonde waitress came over to their table, notepad and pen at the ready. She looked a little impatient, 


and Emily realized her and Vic were probably the reason for her obvious frustration 


"Are you ready to order yet?" She had a polite smile adorning her face, but she didn't do much to conceal the 
fact that it was forced. She twirled a lock of her honey blonde hair around her finger before smoothing her 
bangs back to the side of her face with her index and middle fingers, chewing obnoxiously on a piece of pink, 
watermelon scented gum. Everyone at the table gave the girl their orders, much to her relief, and soon it was 
just the five of them again. 


"So Em, | know we had him all summer, but is it all right if we steal him for a few hours?" She didn't know 


why they even bothered asking, she wasn't his mother. 


“Absolutely not." Everyone, including Vic, stared at her with blank faces; trying to decipher if she was joking or 
not. "Yeah, it's fine. I'll just go chill with Delaney." 


Delaney Matthews an Emily went back to the second grade. They had both been in the same class, and shared 
a table, which back then pretty much meant sharing everything. You know what they say, sharing is caring. 
After that they had pretty much become inseparable, and managed to remain best friends all throughout high 


school. 


Delaney was a bit of a character. She liked to wear her auburn spiral curls in a chin length bob, and her 

freckled skin managed to stay pasty white under the California sun. She had a bit of a thing for wearing short 
shorts and oversized tee shirts, and going barefoot practically everywhere. Emily would need an extra foot to 
count how many times they had been kicked out of places, or people refused to serve them because of it. But 


she loved her anyway. 


"Emily!" Emily lifted her gaze from the golden sand beneath her bare feet to where Delaney sat a few yards 
away on an oversized beach towel. After she had departed the diner, she had called up Delaney and asked if 
she wanted to meet up somewhere. They had agreed on the beach, and Emily had gone home to change into 
her swimsuit, a white Victoria's Secret bikini printed with pink cherry blossoms and black and white striped 
halter straps and bikini ties, before driving to the beach. 


Emily quickly made her way over to where Delaney had set up camp, smiling and bending over to give her 
friend a hug before setting down her beach bag and spreading out her own beach towel to sit on Once she had 
everything set she sat down on the soft material and reaching into her bag. She pulled out her sun tan lotion, 
and began rubbing it into her skin. If there was one thing she hated more than anything, it was being 


sunburned. 


"So, what's up with the sudden invitation to a girl's day?" Delaney smiled her crooked smile, and the freckles 


covering her face shifted, giving an animated quality to her features. 


‘Nothing, the guys decided to steal Vic for a boy's day so | thought I'd ask you to a girl's day." She gave an 
affirmative nod. 


"He got back last night, didn't he?" Emily nodded, slipping on a pair of sunglasses to shield her eyes from the 
blinding California sun. "Surprised you two haven't broken up yet." She giggled, and Emily reached her arm out 
to give her a playful shove. She knew Delaney didn't mean anything by it, she just liked teasing her friend. You 
see, Emily and Vic's relationship wasn't what you'd call ‘stable’. Since they got together they hadn't been able 
to go a year (their record was eleven months and fifteen days) without breaking it off for one reason or 
another; at one point they hadn't even gone two days. Everyone else thought it was ridiculous, but to Emily 


and Vic it was just what they did. They always got back together, and they always had amazing make up sex, it 


was practically a routine, and it worked for them. 


"We almost got into a fight this morning." Emily confessed, reclining back on her elbows and looking over at her 


friend. 

"What about this time?" 

"He was going to go out to breakfast with the guys and leave me at home. He wasn't even planning on waking 
me up to tell me he was leaving." Emily scrunched her nose up, realizing how ridiculous it probably sounded to 
Delaney, who hadn't had much relationship trouble since she met Tom, her husband of a year and a half. 


"How long have you guys been together?" She asked with a slight tilt of the head. 


‘Since my senior year of high school." Vic was two years her senior, so he had already been out of high school 
for a while when they met. 


"So that's what, ten years?" 
"Nine" Emily corrected. 


"And you guys are still pulling crap like this? | swear, you two are worse than a couple of middle schoolers." 


The worst part was that Emily agreed whole heartedly with that statement. 


Chapter Three 


"That's a baby." Vic stated from the living room, where he had been watching reruns of #s Always Sunny in 
Philadelphia 


‘Congratulations Vic, someone should give you a Nobel Prize." Emily rolled her eyes, carrying Jonah into the 
kitchen. It was half an hour past his breakfast time, and he was cranky. 


"That didn't make any sense!" He shouted at her retreating figure. 


"| wasn't trying to make sense!" She shouted back at him. Jonah made a noise of protest from her arms, 
reminding her that unless she gave him breakfast within the next minute or so, he was going to be a very 
unhappy little boy. Emily sat him down on the kitchen floor, and went to the fridge to see if they had anything 
that he could eat, normally his mom had something picked out and ready for hin, all Emily had to do was feed 
it to him, but she had been in a rush this morning and had forgot, but assured her that anything she gave 
him would be fine. Thankfully there was a cantaloupe (one of the few things she was capable of preparing) 
already cut up in the fridge, so she popped the lid of the tupperware open and put it in front of him, letting 
him go at it with little fingers and much enthusiasm. It was a messy cantaloupe, and the juice dripped down 
Jonah's pudgy little fingers and onto the kitchen floor, but Emily figured it wasn't a big deal; it would be easy 


enough to clean up. 


The kitchen, much like the rest of the house was decorated with a Spanish flare. The house itself was a two 
story Spanish style building, with cream colored adobe exterior walls, and lots of asymmetry, and she and Vic 
had decided to decorate the interior in the same way, with lots of neutral colors, and stone fixtures. The 
kitchen floor was Italian tile, somewhere in between a beige and a light brown, and super easy to clean When 
they bought the house it originally came with wood floors in a great deal of the house, but the wood itself 
was rotted, and so they had bought the discontinued tile from a factory for half price and replaced the wood 
in the front entrance, three bathrooms, kitchen and hallways. In the bedrooms they had decided to stick with 
wood, but replaced the old stuff with new dark oak boards. 


"Why do you have a baby?" Vic asked, walking into the kitchen and sitting down at the island, looking down at 
Jonah with curiosity. 


"Is my job." Emily worked full time as a nanny, for a real estate developer and his wife, who worked for a 
record company down in LA. She had worked for a bunch of different families over the years, but the 
Matthews family was by far her favorite. Joy and Steve were young, in their mid to late thirties, so they 
weren't really as strict regarding Jonah as some of the other families she had worked with, and Jonah was the 
sweetest little boy you'd ever meet. He was a little small for nine months, but she'd been with him since he 
was just shy of three months, and he had always been a little tiny; Emily accredited that to the fact that his 
mother, a native Hawaiian, was tiny herself. He had a full head of thin brown hair, and the biggest, roundest 


chocolate eyes you'd ever see. 


"You've never brought work home before." Vic observed Jonah as he put a piece of cantaloupe up to his 
mouth, thoroughly coating it in a layer f drool before sticking it back in the container and picking another one 
up, a look that just screamed ‘grossed out adorning his features. He looked back to Emily, awaiting an 


explanation while she served herself a cup of coffee. 


"Their house is being fumigated so | volunteered to bring him here instead of watching him in the hotel room 
they're staying at." She explained indifferently, struggling with the mostly empty bottle of chocolate syrup. As 
soon as Jonah saw what she had in her hand, he dropped the piece of cantaloupe in his hand into the small 
puddle that had formed on the floor in front of the tupperware container and came crawling over to the other 
side of the island, using the cabinets as leverage to pull himself up. Emily poured a small drop of chocolate 
syrup onto her index finger and gave it to Jonah to lick off. She scrunched up her face when he stuck it in his 
mouth; his little baby teeth were a lot sharper than you'd expect. When all the chocolate was gone and Jonah 
released her finger, she stood up straight. The look on Vic's face was priceless; she didn't think she'd ever seen 
him so grossed out. "What?" She asked, amused. 


"That was disgusting." A small, soundless chuckle shook Emily's chest, and a crooked smile overtook her face. 
She couldn't believe he thought that was gross, considering some of the things she'd seen him do over the 
years. She looked at her drool covered finger, then back to Vic, and if it was possible, smiled a little more to 
herself. Vic probably saw something though, because he was off the stool and out of the room, Emily hot on 
his heels, as fast as he could get up without tripping over himself. They ended up in the living room, each on a 
different side of the couch. Anytime Emily would go one way, Vic would go the other and vice versa. It seemed 
like an impossible situation until Emily threw herself over the couch, vaulting off the edge of the cushions and 
straight into Vic. The pair landed on the floor with a thud and Emily grinned in triumph. "Don't do it Em." Vic's 
voice was deadly serious. She pretended to think about it for a few moments, putting on her best thoughtful 
face, but in the end, did what she had planned on doing all along and wiped her finger down the side of Vic's 
face. He made a noise somewhere in between displeasure and disgust, reaching down and pulling the bottom of 


her shirt towards his face to wipe the drool off, washing Emily with a fond sort of feeling. 


